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The women's organisations plan to tackle the question
with gusto. They are assuming a burden that only the
most courageous would attempt to shoulder. Against them
is massed the solid weight of tradition, custom, religion
and mental outlook, ingrained for thousands of years. And
in addition to all that, there is the handicap of trying to
put a message across to the millions who would have
difficulty in comprehending the new teaching even if they
could be persuaded to listen.
Just how difficult the problem is going to be with
the ninety and nine out of every hundred does not
bear thinking about. The odd one per cent who are
well enough educated to be regarded as reasonably
hopeful subjects for conversion look like being trouble
enough.
Lakshmi is a fair example of what the reformers will
have to cope with. She is young, well-educated, and by
no means stupid. But she still does not speak the same
language, in the metaphorical sense, as the progressive
elements of the various women's societies.
Our first meeting was in a Bombay street. An English
friend whom I had been shopping with stopped to speak
to Lakshmi. She had just introduced us when she was
buttonholed by someone else, so Lakshmi and I were left
in each other's company, neither of us having the remotest
idea as to the other's interests. Conversation appeared
likely to become sticky. However, Lakshmi was carrying a
minute replica of herself who surveyed the world with
immense dark eyes, so, basing my calculations on the
youthfulness of the mother, I hazarded, " Is that your first
baby ?"
" Oh, no," said Lakshmi in what can only be described
as tones of horror. " Oh no. I have been married for seven
years now."
" How many children have you, then ? "
" This is my fourth."